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" Dad !  What is it ? "
" I don't know/' said Soames ; " giddy. Give me your
arm."
Really dreadful to him—the -whole thing ! On the way
to the car, parked at the entrance., her concern was so
embarrassing that he very nearly abandoned his ruse.
But he managed to murmur :
" I've been doing too much, I expect; or else it?s that
cookery. I'll just sit quiet in the car."
To his great relief she sat down with him, got out her
smelling-bottle, and sent the chauffeur to tell Michael.
Soames was touched, though incommoded by having to
sniff the salts, which were very strong.
" Great fuss about nothing," he muttered.
" We'd better get home, dear, at once, so that you can
lie down."
In a few minutes Michael came hurrying. He too ex-
pressed what seemed to Soames a genuine concern, and
the car was started. Soames sat back \\ith his hand in
Fleur's, and his mouth and eyes tight closed, feeling
perhaps better than he'd ever felt in his life. Before they
reached Alexandria he opened his lips to say that he had
spoiled their trip for them ; they must go home by way of
Arlington, and he would stay in the car while they had a
look at it. Fleur was for going straight on, but he insisted.
Arrived, however, at this other white house, also desirably
situated on the slope above the river, he almost had a fit
while waiting for them in the car. What if the same idea
had occurred to Jon Forsyte and he were suddenly to
drive up ? It was an intense relief when they came out
again, saying that it was nice but not a patch on Mount
Vernon : the porch columns were too thick. W7hen the
car was again traversing the bright woods Soames opened
his eyes for good.

